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Except my love's strength hold them up, and strike
These iron toils in sunder.    If the bond
Could bind and loose indeed, knit and unknit
Hands that must part from hands that are to meet,
With force of more than writing, all my heart
Should bleed glad drops to sign and seal it.    Sir,
Here was again our enemy in mine ears
Forewarning me of marriage ; the same tongue
That was before a serpent at your heel
Shot out anew to sting it ; but you know
The craft of this state horseleech, that by fraud
Takes pleasure to bear all the world in hand
That no one can be sure of him, and we
May least of all be by such lips allured
To trust and find them dangerous.

BothwclL                                     Nay, by God,

I mind me how he left his neighbour friends
In his faith's name to hang for hostages
Whose necks paid forfeit of his broken bond
And made his oath a halter for the Lairds
Of Lochinvar and Garlies.    By my life
That this keen tongue would strike at, in my mind
It were the best work worth a good man's hand
To quit them on Lord Herries.

Queen.                                      No, let be;

You will unpeople me this land of friends;
Mine he must live, or lose his name, and yours
For my name's sake he shall be.

Bothwdl.                                 So might I

Find at his hands such friendship as they twain